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Author's Notes: 


for a challenge over on qotsa_slash 


Joey frowned, watching Troy with raised eyebrows, arms folded across his bare chest. There was no way he 
could conceivably see this working. 


"Are you sure about this?" he asked, shifting his weight from one leg to the other. Troy sighed, running his 
hands back through his hair and cocking his hips in front of the mirror. 


"Well..aren't you?" 


Joey shrugged, moving back and sitting on the edge of the bed. He watched carefully, tilting his head as Troy 
twisted and paraded in front of the mirror, stretching his arms out and bending over. 


"Oh, | like that view," Joey grinned, ducking instinctively as Troy turned on his heel and shot him a filthy look. 
‘lm serious, Joey. This is important. I'm doing this for you, you know...” 


Sighing softly, Joey stood and set his hands on Troy's hips, pulling him back against his chest and kissing the 
side of his neck. 


"You look fine. You know you don't have to do this... 
Troy turned, pressing his hands against Joey's chest and smiling softly, a faint blush on his cheeks. 


"| know. But hey, | figure..you put up with me for the whole year, you might as well have one day where | do 
what you want, right? Now..put a shirt on," 


EK 

Josh scowled Troy and Joey should have showed up a half hour ago, at least. It wasn't like Troy to bail on a 
previous arrangement, without at least calling. He growled, digging his phone out of his pocket and checking the 
display. No missed calls. He frowned, kicking at the asphalt of Mikey's driveway. 


"Where the fuck is he? He was supposed to meet us here!" he hissed, turning to Mikey, eyebrow arched. The 
lanky, slightly unwashed bassist shrugged, leaning back against the side of the car. 


"| don't know, Josh. Maybe he's spending time with his, oh, | don't know..boyfriend?" 

Josh pursed his lips, sliding his phone back into his pocket and pacing, arms folded in frustration. 
"Don't give me that. Its a fucking guitar show. Troy's going. It's basically what he does." 

Dean poked his head of the window, leaning across the back seat of Mikey's car. 


"Don't you think that's kind of..stereotyping?" He asked gently, frowning at Mikey's hushed attempts to get him 


to shut the fuck up Josh turned, eyebrow raised and lips set in a dark sneer. Dean shrunk back a half-inch. 


"No, Dean-o. Stereotyping would be if | said your mama made the best lasagna in all of little Italy." Thats 
stereotyping. 


Dean frowned, pulling back inside the car and winding up the window, a pouting scowl on his face. 
"Don't you fucking talk about my mamma's lasagna." he muttered, seconds before the window slid shut. Mikey 


threw his hands up in the air, walking over and pushing gently pushing Josh back, pulling the redhead's 
cellphone out of his pocket and holding it up. 


"Try calling him, Josh!" 
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Troy frowned as his pocket started to vibrate, confused for a moment before pulling away from Joey. 

"Hold on, that's Josh..." 

Joey nodded, moving back as much as he could to give Troy to leave the densely-packed, crowded room. Troy 
walked out into the afternoon sun, shielding his eyes and plucking at his awkwardly-fitting new clothes, flicking 
open his phone. 


"Hey, what do you want?" 


"What do | want?" Josh replied, his voice heated and obviously flustered. Troy sighed - he knew the tone well. 


He paused, waiting for Josh to continue. 
"I want to know where the fuck you are, man! We had plans today!" 


Troy took the slim, black and silver planner from his pocket, pulling up a list of dates. He groaned softly, letting 
his head all back against the outside of the cool, stone building. 


"Oh my god..the Yamaha Expo..Josh, I'm so sorry..." 
"Mhmm, yes, you are," He could hear the change in Josh's tone, lifting slightly from moody and hurt, to 
optimistic and satisfied. "So get your ass back here. We're downtown, outside Mikey's place. He's driving, so 


bring your car if you want Joey to come. Not sure what he do..they might have some cymbals." 


"Josh, wait," Troy cut him off, lifting his hand as he paced across the mildly busy street. "Josh..Joey and | 


have plans. lm sorry about the expo, but we've got something else to do today." 
The line fell silent, and Troy sighed. There was only one way this was going to go. 

"Youre fucking, aren't you? Right now? You dirty, dirty bastards." 

Troy rolled his eyes, sliding the planner back into his pocket and heading back into the packed building 
"No, Josh, we aren't fucking, im hanging up now.” 

"Wait! Wait.tell me what you're doing! Give me that much.Come on, | won't laugh." 


Troy hesitated in the doorway, biting his lip and curling his fingers around the door frame. No. Josh didn't need 
to know. This was something he was doing for Joey. 


"No. Josh. | can't tell you. I'll see you tomorrow... 


He clicked the phone shut, biting his lower lip and gathering his courage, walking back into the dark, body- 
packed club. 


xE% 
"He hung up on me." 


Josh stared at his phone, incredulous, standing in the middle of Mikey's driveway as his hands started to shake. 
Mikey rolled his eyes, producing his keys and shaking them. 


"Josh! Lets go/ Come on, man, we'll just swing by their place later. Troy's place is like a fuckin’ guitar expo 


anyway..." 


"No," Josh shook his head, walking over and snatching the keys from Mikey's hand, very pointedly making his 


way towards the driver's side. 


"Fuck that. Fuck that, man, he told me he was coming. | don't care what they do on their own damn time, but 


l'm not being passed over for another Joey and Troy fuck-session..” 


Mikey sighed, pulling open the door to the back seat and sliding in beside Dean, removing his glasses and 
pinching the bridge of his nose in frustration 


"This is ridiculous," he hissed, glancing sideways. Dean shrugged, twisting a folded convention program between 


his hands, turning to Mikey as Josh pulled out into the street. 
"| miss Jack White. He just used to hit us.." 
He turned back to the window and Mikey stared, incredulous, unsure of just how serious Dean could be.. 


ER 


Biting his lip, Troy pulled back against Joey's chest. He wrung his hands together, twisting sharply to avoid 
rubbing against a foreign hip. 


"Joey." He hissed, turning and looping his fingers through Joey's belt, pulling him away from the throng of 
people. "Joey! Look at me!" 


"Hmm?" Joey frowned, pulling his eyes back to Troy and tilting his head, sliding an arm around Troy's waist and 


leading him towards a quiet corner. "You okay?" 


Troy sighed, ducking his head and gesturing back at the mob of people, brightly coloured and half-drunk, 


moving together, moaning and cheering. 

| don't think | can do this..'m sorry, Joey, | know it was important to you." 

Joey smiled gently, lifting Troy's chin with the edge of his hand and tilting his own head to the side. 
"Baby..." 


"No, let me finish," Troy batted his hand away, plucking at the him of his own shirt, uncomfortable and itchy in 


his new, strange clothes. It was never something he could see himself wearing. 

"I know you like things like this. | know..| mean, | know some people enjoy it, and that's fine! I'm not being 
judgmental! | just.can't really do it in public. You know me, Joey. can't relax around people | don't know.not 
enough to let myself go like this... 

"Troy." Joey lifted a hand, cutting him off mid-apology. "Listen to me. | told you, you donit have to do things 
like this for me. | told you this when we started. | know you don't like it, | know it makes you uncomfortable. 
Baby..you just wanna go home?" 

Nodding, Troy relaxed, his shoulders slumping a litle. 

"Lets get out of here.." 

RK 

"Josh," 

Mikey cleared his throat, leaning forward and tapping the back of the driver's seat. 


"Josh..." 


Dean nudged Mikey's shoulder, leaning over and whispering something in his ear. Mikey arched an eyebrow, 


shrugging and clearing his throat once more. It was worth a try. 
"Hey Josh! Someone's expressing their own opinion in relation to your art!" 
Blue eyes caught the rear view mirror, and Mikey winked. 


"Very fucking funny," Josh growled, reaching down and flicking off the stereo. "Hey, Mikey. Why's your car 


tuned to all of the soccer mom stations, huh?" 


"He told me the tuner was broken." Dean grinned, leaning forward and folding his long fingers between his 


knees. Mikey rolled his eyes. 
"Josh. Where are we going? You were supposed to get on the freeway about a half-mile back." 


Josh glanced back through the mirror, a dangerous light in his eyes. Mikey knew. He didn't need to ask, and 
Josh winked. 


"We're going to get Troy." 

KKK 

Troy lay back against the couch, watching Joey through half-lidded eyes. This was much, much better. 
Joey was oblivious, wrapped up in his own world, lost in his own element. His eyes were wide and bright, 
intensely focused on the scene before him. Troy couldn't have cared less, honestly, but the delight in Joey's 


reactions was enough for him. 


"You okay?" he asked, reaching back and resting his hand on Troy's thigh. Troy nodded, well aware that Joey 


wouldn't even hear his reply. 
"Much better. This is just.something I'd rather try in my own home. You know? Maybe next time." 

Joey nodded, already distracted. He barely flinched at the doorbell rang, and Troy tapped him on the shoulder. 
'Hey.hey, Joey.! can't get that, Joey, not dressed like that. 


He waited for the response, receiving nothing more than a mere twitch. He struck Joey in the back of the 


head. Nothing. 
"Finel But if it's someone important, and they see me like.like this.” 
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Josh hit the doorbell again, listening for the tell-tale sound of dogs running, Troy yelling, and Joey laughing. 
Aside from the faint barking from the back of the house,it was strangely silent. 


"They're not here.." Mikey hissed, standing beside Dean, several feet back. Josh snorted. 
"Oh, they're here. Troy's car is warm." 


Dean laughed, turning away and covering his mouth as Mikey shuddered, taking a cigarette from his pocket and 
lighting it. 


"That's really fucking creepy, man. Seriously. Okay, come on.what if they are fucking? That's not something | 
want to walk in on." 


Josh ignored him, reaching for the bell once more, stopping just as the door swung open. 

"What! 

Troy froze, faced with the incredulous looks of his three band mates. He felt his cheeks flush and for a 
moment, considered slamming the door and running back to Joey. It was too late. They'd already seen him. Josh 
was the first to clear his throat, hand still reaching for the bell. 


"What.what the fuck are you wearing..?" 


Troy opened his mouth, waiting for the answer to some and finding himself growing increasingly flustered. He 
looked down at his shirt, cheeks red, and shrugged. 


"Joey said | should support the Giants. thought it looked good on me. | mean, they had tighter ones, but they 


were for women." 

"Wait, wait." Josh held up his hands, stopping him as Mikey and Dean dissolved into a fit of hysterical laughter. 
"Are you..watching the Superbowl? And wearing sweatpants?" 

Troy flinched, resting his hand on the door and shrugging. His face was crimson. 


"Yeah.| guess. Look, | know | said I'd go to the expo with you, but! promised Joey last year I'd watch this with 
him, okay? Just..don't fucking laugh at me. Dean, fucking stop it” 


Dean grinned, covering his face with both hands and turning back to the car, his shoulders shaking as he 
struggled to contain himself. Josh pushed his hand back through his hair, his cheeks tinged with red, stepping 
back from the door. 


"Don't.don't even worry about it, dude. It's fine. Uh.next year, okay? Don't let us keep you from your buffalo 


wings and queso.." 


"Oh, fuck you, Josh. You too, Mikey." Troy slammed the door, loudly slamming the bolt and lock. He stormed 


back towards the lounge, slumping onto the couch next to Joey and slapping him on the arm. 
"Who was that?" Joey asked, not pausing to look up from the television. 


"Josh," Troy scowled, plucking at the hem of his jersey, ignoring the game. "And Mikey, and Dean | think they 
had it in their heads that we were having some kind of..sick fuck-session" 


Joey snorted, taking a bowl from the table and handing it back to Troy, hitting the volume button several 


times. 


"Weird. Wonder where he got that idea." 


eR 


